RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

bitter orange marmalade, creamy cakes, sponge cakes, cakes covered
with, preserved fruits into which one's teeth sank gently,, glass finger-
bowls within silver ones, the finest of linen napkins on which there was
barely room to wipe the ends of one's fingers. Only the dark young
man ate; the hot buttered toast, the tarts,, the jams seemed all to have
been made for him alone. The others contented themselves with a cup
of tea, and Maxime de Bayos drank orangeade.

He put the glass close to his pale, fern-coloured shirt and asked them
to admire the combination of colours.

"Too lovely for words," said Lord Pemrose, moving once again.

Jean-Noel, with the appetite of youth, helped himself to cakes, scones
and muffins.

Prince Galbani sheltered his bald head under a silk parasol.

Two fan tailed pigeons, cooing on the lawn, fell silent and- then flew
away with a great clatter of wings. One could watch, one could hear,
so profound was the silence, a grasshopper jumping on a stone.

The Abbey itself, standing oppositefthe ruins, was separated from the
village church only by a screen of trees, above which could be seen the
tapering slates of the steeple. Children's voices, chorusing the responses
to the catechism, gently emphasized the absolute peace of the country-
side. Above the gravestones of the Cistercian abbots there reigned a
casual, happy warmth, an unexpected yet complete harmony between
the people and the place, between movement and colour, a secret accord
compounded of innumerable constituents, which produced a quiet per-
fection, as the fusion of the colours in the spectrum produces light,
which has no colour.

Time, the passing of time, the passage from second to second, had a
palpable and beneficent quality that surprised Jean-Noel. Never before
had he noticed that the present could in itself have so precise, so vital,
so enchanting a reality.

And yet Jean-Noel did not feel perfectly at ease. Not only because of
the glances of the dark young man, but because of the others, Maxime de
Bayos and Prince Galbani with his parasol, who were also watching him
with far greater politeness, even with smiles of approval, but who, never-
theless, stared at him unceasingly. They were secretly studying his fea-
tures, watching the way he crossed his legs, put down his cup, answered
a question. When Jean-Noel had his back to them, he felt their gaze
on his neck; when he turned about he found their eyes noting the cut
of his trousers or the colour of his socks.

Nor did Lord Pemrose seem perfectly at his ease. He was like a man
introducing a new woman to his intimate friends, and concerned about
their reactions.

ceBasil, dearest, show your friend the house if he would care to see it,
and his room," said Maxime de Bayos.

Then Bayos went off on some urgent business and his voice was
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